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was cold and dull. We had a regular trainful to
Como, and on the steamer we were packed like
herrings in a barrel, just the summer work over
again. It was beautiful, but as our lakes are beau-
tiful, gray and cold, and with an unpleasant ruffling
wind which strengthened as the evening advanced.
A great many passengers left us at Cadenabbia,
but more still were bound for Bellaggio. As
we neared this place, what was my horror to see
the Gran Bretagna covered with scaffolding and
evidently uninhabitable! We landed in a boat
crammed with anxious passengers. On landing
we heard that the Villa Serbelloni was choke full,
so the only thing was to make a bolt for the Hotel
Gessizani, the other hotel, and a very second-rate
one. I was nearly first, and got the five beds I
wanted, but it was dismal to find oneself in dull
rooms at a bad inn in cloudy weather when one
had reckoned on charming rooms at a first-rate inn
in Italian weather. As we sate at dinner the rain
came on, and all night it rained furiously. But
the next morning we had the benefit of this in the
snowy mountains, which looked like the high Alps.
It was fine weather again, but the wind cold and
violent; however, after breakfast, I had a most
exquisite morning on the promontory covered by
the grounds of the Villa Serbelloni. I had never
been to the top of it before, and did not know how
beautifully it commanded the view, and then the
Monte S. Primo, the mountain between Bellaggio
and Como, was fairly vested with the purest snow
from one end to the other, as if it had been the